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THE INTRODUCTION. 



Helen and Geoffrey Moorton lived at Waldcombe, in Devonshire. Fred 
Thornby was Geoffrey's school-fellow, and twenty years afterwards he remem- 
bered, as it were yesterday, going there to spend , the summer holidays. What 
a drive was that from the station ! All sunshine within, and sunshine without 
— flooding down and woodland ! The Ten Thousand could not have had intenser 
feelings than those two, when at the down's crest*, the sea opened before 
them. The sea is now as blue, the sunshine as rich and glorious, yet to him 
how changed ! 

These things moved him, but when from out the old house ran the fair white 
Helen, all his boy's heart was instantly and silently given to one who seemed to 
him, with his shy unready ways, and who really was, the frank expression of all 
that was sweetest and brightest in life. 

They were the happiest trio on the face of the earth those six bright weeks 
as they romped in the hayfields, rowed, sailed, or bathed. 

When next Fred visited Waldcombe, a shadow had passed over their life. 
Their parents had died. Geoffrey had been to Oxford, but left there without 
taking his degree, not caring to leave his sister alone. He had not seen Fred 
for some time. 

The rental of old Mr. Thornby's land, in an unfrequented part of Kent, was 
not sufficient to enable him to send his son to the University. Fred, therefore, 
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had lived at home, much alone, and with books — at times going long and 
solitary rambles for days together. He was familiar with every dip of the hills 
from Reigate, to where they thrust forward their white faces to look at the sea 
over East Wear Bay. Returning home one cloudy moonless night in October, 
1862, feeling the pleasant mournful calm that comes by being alone with 
Nature, he found a letter that had been awaiting him some days at the old 
Grange. It was from Geoffrey. Amongst many pleasant words it said, would 
Fred come and stay with them. Of course he would, and the next morning 
drove over to Tunbridge, on his way to deliver the answer in person. 

How his heart bounded as he walked across the downs, and hailed again 
the scene where those happy days were spent eight years before ! There was a 
strange familiarity about the unchanged paths and the old house. As he passed 
up to the half-open door, he heard Geoffrey exclaim, " Why, there's Fred ! " 

The next moment they were shaking hands, as he said, — 

" We were afraid you had gone abroad, as you didn't answer my letter." 

" I never go abroad," Fred replied. " I'm always somewhere about in 
Kent." 

Just then Helen came up. There was the same swift eager movement, but 
a vision brighter far than his memory — that was of a child of twelve — now she 
was twenty, in the first sweet spring of womanhood, looking exquisitely fair in 
her mourning dress. 

" I'm glad to see you're the same as ever," she said. " I told Geoffrey you 
would not write. It's just like you, to leave the letter for a week and then come 
without notice." 

They laughed about it, and he explained, and soon they were chatting cosily 
at dinner. He stayed there six months. So like him, as Helen said, to walk 
into a house casually, and stay there for six months, six years, or for that matter 
a lifetime ! He could have said, he would it were for a lifetime. 
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It was an unad venturous time. There is nothing to relate of it, except one 
or two near escapes from drowning, and yet merely to think of it now, would 
sink his heart in inexpressible sadness. It was full of happiness — happiness 
that is, or seems to be, as utterly gone as leaves that fell that autumn. Did he 
love Helen ? No doubt he did. Why did he not tell her so ? That I know 
not It may be because she was so frank, and loved him so kindly and openly 
like a sister, that he could hardly think there was in that transparent nature a 
hidden chord that would vibrate responsive to another feeling. It may be that 
the thought seemed treachery to Geoffrey. Was not she his whole delight ? — 
the light, the soul of his life ? It may be that he had a presentiment that she 
was too frail for life. 

• However, he spoke not, and they parted. There were all sorts of bright 
plans— she was to come to London, and they were to spend a winter in Italy or 
Egypt, and so she would get quite strong and robust. But one gay morning 
early in June, 1863, a messenger brought to the old Grange a telegram from 
Geoffrey. Fred stood at the door in the crystal sunshine, and took the harm- 
less-looking paper ; three words on it smote him worse than a sword : " Helen 
is dead, come at once." Going down, he was like a man walking and travelling 
in his sleep — like one stunned. Afterwards he could not recal one incident of 
the journey. The life all around seemed unsubstantial and spectral, and so it 
continued for months. Looking back on the dull blank horror of that time, he 
saw one image alone, as though it were actually before him — that patheti- 
cally sweet face resting cold and motionless on the pillow. 

It was in keeping with the vein of weird fitfulness that runs through the 
order of life, as though sometimes a grim humour ruled its events, that when 
Helen died she was alone. Geoffrey had gone up to London for a few days on 
business. He never dreamed for a moment that there was any reason why he 
should delay his going. But when he returned it was to find his " house left 
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unto him desolate." Its life and joy had departed with her who had crossed 
the shadowy border which none ever recross. 

One evening, the second or third week after the funeral, Geoffrey wandered 
out into the clear midsummer night's beauty ; and he said at breakfast the next 
morning, that he had slept out on the rocks under the west headland, and had 
had a strange dream. 

From that time, during the following months, Fred noticed (for he still 
lived on at Waldcombe), a change come over Geoffrey— signs of the malady of 
which his sister died showed themselves, and his first fierce moodiness gave 
place to a calmness that was almost bright. Though he would not speak much 
of his dream, he used sometimes to say, half to himself, when they were talking 
together, — 

" That was what I saw in my dream." 

Theirs was a desultory and seemingly aimless life, out of place in these days 
of strained and intense activity ; yet could we but see far enough into the meaning 
of it, maybe one not without its proper uses in the general economy of 
things. They used to sail about the lovely coast of Devonshire and Cornwall, 
or eastward, to the Isle of Wight — being out sometimes for weeks together ; 
then they read much, and talked when they were in the humour. Geoffrey was 
occupied with the affairs of the home farm, and also in writing an account of his 
dream, of which he would not tell anything, but said that Fred should read it. 

Thus silently the autumn, and close upon its heels, the winter, crept upon 
them. The treacherous changeful weather allied itself with Geoffrey's malady, 
and made continual inroad upon his strength. Fred saw it slowly wasting week 
by week, until it quite ebbed out, and he who a few months before had moved 
in all the full grace of power and vigour of manhood, fell before the stroke of 
death. When the April sun was running its bright course through fleecy flocks 
of cloud, Fred buried him in Helen's grave beside the old church. 
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The story of his dream is told in the following pages. 

How very strange it seems that two who were so intensely alive should 
now be dead ! What keen sensibility, versatile quickness — what vividness of 
character, and zest in living, was theirs ! — combined in Helen with a tenderness 
and sweet homeliness, suggestive of the wood- violets she was fond of gathering 
in the Devonshire lanes. To us poor mortals who live on, how wonderful it is 
that such brightly-gifted ones, who a few short years ago seemed more alive 
than we, who flashed upon us the changeful beauty of their fancies, who filled 
life with their winsome delightfulness, should now be utterly quenched. Gone 
without a sign ! Sunk perhaps in endless night, where we too, ending our dull 
lives, shall ere long follow them into the eternal silence ! 
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A chord of glistering beach, on one side marged 

With sweeps of foam, within with emerald, 

Is strung across a hollow dell, enlarged 

Amidst the curve of deep-red cliffs, whose bald 

And buttressed fronts stand firmly walled 

'Gainst thunderstroke of waves ; but edged to land 

On easy slopes, they lap a flowery sward, 

A gabled house engirt with leafy band, 

And gardens ranged for fruit and flowers on either hand. 
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From jagged niche a streamlet's polished speed 

Curves out and falls as mist and splashing spray, 

In echo-haunted copse, and thence through mead 

And orchard seawards shines its errant way. 

From shore, beneath arched elms, mid stacks of hay, 

A road climbs windingly the rugged bank 

Of cliff, and whitely seeks a tower-marked bay 

Where fisher-huts and boats are set in rank 

With strew of ropes, nets, thrown-up drift, and broken plank 

And now had opened summer's glorious time ! 

The splendent sun, enthroned in regal height, 

Renewed the yellow oak and scented thyme ; 

And all the trees in glittering dresses dight, 

Allured by music of the breezes light, 

With leafy laughter ring, and fling in dance 

Their boughs aloft, rejoicing in his sight, 

Or shimmer languidly, as if perchance 

They sighed beneath the growing fierceness of his glance. 
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Along the streamlet, where with silvery lead 
Its rushing curves and tuneful ripples sweep 
Around and through the golden-dusted mead, 
Light-footed Helen dainty way did keep. 
There clear-eyed daisies mid the grasses peep, 
And blue forget-me-nots in clusters grow 
Within the hollows of the mimic steep ; 
While wavelets break upon the beach below, 
And, all in little, eddying tides and currents flow. 

She came from bathing, and her sun-kissed hair 
Its dewy showers brightly downward shed. 
As with delight wood-pigeons cleave the air 
With glowing neck — so with her lovely head, 
And even stroke of shapely arms outspread, 
She joyed to part the laughing company 
Of waves, to roam at will where fancy led 
Amid the bright green furrows of the sea, 
Or else to float at length, reclining placidly. 
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By ring of tinkling scythes her way was led 

Where yellow-crested waves of green curled low 

And broke before the mowers' measured tread. 

On mossy stones that part the streamlet's flow, 

From rock to rock her steady feet did go, 

As holding up her dress's gathered fold, 

She lightly tripped across where all alow 

With swirl and leap the voiceful waters rolled 

And scattered sunshine from their eddying ripples cold. 

Amid the dappled shadows on the lawn, 
By dark-green breadths of cedar boughs o'erswayed, 
(With ever varying play, from saffron dawn 
To roseate eventide) the fair sweet maid 
For Geoffrey's coming just a moment stayed; 
And laughed with ring of pretty merriment, 
Because boat-gear, books, rugs, and cushions laid 
Upon his shoulders, slipped and downwards went 
Pell-mell, all scattered round in odd entanglement. 
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The fallen traps up-gathered, GeDffrey sought 

The boat-house — drew his boat adown the slip 

Until it reached the wavelet's edge — hauled taut 

The ruffling sails — prepared all for the trip — 

The day's stores placed within the little ship, 

And, Helen seated, out upon the sea 

By hand and shoulder launched with sudden dip 

The eager boat — sprang in it instantly, 

And slackening off the sheet before the wind ran free. 

The boat on soft and fragrant landwinds sped 

To Southpoint,* passed the towering headland's side, 

And now close-hauled to east it turned its head. 

The dimpled water was so clear they spied 

Within it colour-spotted flocklets glide 

Of bell-shaped fish, and broken images 

Of rock life, fronds and stones beneath the tide, 

And near the upright cliff in quietness 

Of depth, sea-flowers stud the rock with loveliness. 

* The tor that shields Waldcombe on its eastern side is called Southpoint — 
the village is somewhat north-east of it. 
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Their boat-track joined each jutting head 
To head ; across in-creeping rock-strewn bays, 
Or far beneath the screaming sea-fowl's bed ; 
Then edged the pebbly front of village ways. 
Rising mid trees, red roofs, and flowery sprays, 
The zigzag street led upwards past the green- 
Robed church to breezy upland — where the haze 
Of heat played o'er the turf, whence could be seen 
The flocks of shadows floating o'er the ocean's sheen. 

F th' boat's stern Geoffrey sat. With absent mind, 
He noted gusts that swooping down cliff- ways 
Darkened the sea — slacked sheet or edged to wind. 
The broken light fell soft on Helen's face, 
As rose or fell the sail's shade on her place — 
Up, in shade — down, the sunlight's amber ray 
Pierced gathered fragrance of her hair, white grace 
Threw o'er her neck, and round those eyes made play 
That held reflect in lovely calm the summer day. 
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And Geoffrey on the tiller held his hand — 

Bent forward, seeing only Helen there, 

As by her face he sought to understand 

Her thoughts. She felt his anxious gaze thus bear 

On her, and with quick questioning glance her fair 

Eyes turned to him. He said, " Sweet, if you died, 

And yet alive could be found anywhere, 

My soul would break all bounds to seek your side." 

" Speak not of death," she said, "mid glow of summer tide." 

'Tween rocky arms that upright seawards rose, 

But curving in were sloped down gradually, 

And clothed with oak and briars, nut and sloes — 

He beached the boat ; and on a little lea, 

Beside a rill that sang on dreamily, 

Their lunch was spread by Helen's ready hand — 

Now few airs creased the silken surfaced sea, 

And, when at length they left the glowing strand, 

The idle sails stood glassed by no breath swayed or fanned. 
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So Helen sat and read beneath a shade, 

While Geoffrey smoked, reclining 'gainst a thwart. 

But now the evening breeze around them played, 

And down the light track of the sun they sought 

His golden couch — to Waldcombe swiftly brought, 

Attended by the wavelets' glittering throng. — 

The crimson flush its changes slowly wrought 

To berylline when odorous airs along 

The lawn breathed coolly, stirred by tones of Helen's song. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

Now had time wrought parting, and death brought weeping, 

With loan of tears it came in the night — 
In the night his soul in darkness steeping. 

It took a life with the dead of the night, 
And so left him sorrowful, lonely — keeping 

The vigil of grief by day and by night. 
But over his loneliness slowly creeping 

Came marvellous changing visions of night, 
Strange pageants of dream in silence of sleeping. 




GEOFFREY'S SORROW. 

When Geoffrey met his sister's maid and turned 
To her with swift enquiring glance, she said, 
" Mistress is ill." 

"Is ill?" for in her face 
He saw a dread unuttered word of evil, 
And so intently looked she lost control — 
Said, flooding words with tears, "Oh, sir, she's dead." 
In broken words she told the piteous tale. 



Within his sister's room the moonlight fell 
On her dead face — most beautiful in sleep. 
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They softly closed the door. He stood alone 
With night in mystic presence of the dead. 

Not hands of hirelings carried her to burial, 

But strong and honest hands of reverence. 

They walked across the down and thro' the Lych-gate, 

Between the groups of villagers — all hushed — 

Save for the low-drawn sobs of weeping women, 

And mournful tone of minute tolling bell. 

An old blind woman rocking to and fro, 

Sat on a stone and moaned, " Miss Helen dead ! 

Lord, who'd 'a thought it — who'd 'a thought it now ? — 

And me a sittin' here, as is no good 

To any one, — Miss Helen, who'd 'a thought it ? " 

Now the sun shone, and when beneath the elms 
They went the soft winds whispered to the trees, 
As asking why such nightsome gloom was brought 
Within the view of colour- loving sun, 
And why these wept when all was bright and gay ? 
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The trees bade hush and pointed to the grave, 

And sweeping down, the gentle winds raised up 

The white-edged pall, that thro* the chequer-work 

Of light and shade the sun might radiate 

Her name with heaven's light. Then on they passed 

Into and round the church — wandering along 

The old memorial walls — moaning and sighing, 

" No more ! now never shall we toss her hair, 

Or play about her head ! " The old-new story ! — 

The words were " Dust to dust " — a self-done fact ; 

But hope and love, — must they too turn to dust ? 

He went alone back to his homeless home ; 

And strong no longer, bowed his head — bent down 

By pressure of his grief — of its dull pain 

So conscious — of his utter helplessness 

In struggle with his fate, and of his deep 

Desire but utter want of power to change 

The course of circumstance — life's sacred charge 
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Became to him a curse and grievous burden 
Most wearisome to bear, and all the simple 
Customary uses of the irksome day 
A folly, — idle, profitless, and vain ! 
The desolate drear chambers of his mind 
Echoed the never-answered question, Wherefore ? 
Within his room, amidst his books and papers, 
Where often she had sat with him, and where, 
When he was absent, she had brought her work 
And harp, and last had sat and worked or sung, 
(Sweet love ! less distant from him in his room) 
There was the empty chair — her chair ; her work, 
As she had folded it ; the needle fixed 
By her own fingers ; there most dear memorial — 
Her handiwork — the garden-hat he knew 
So well ! How often had its ribbons danced 
To music of her laughter ! 

Instantly 
The fatal truth flashed in upon his mind. 
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It was so cruel he could endure no mere, 

But wept most bitter, hopeless tears, and said, 

" Oh, Helen, sister, sweet companion loved ! — 

Say wherefore — whither have you gone and left me ? 

The untouched harp-strings on the summer air 

Moan for you, mistress of their sounds melodious ! 

The books that through your dear lips once discoursed 

A soft-toned eloquence all now lie silent, 

Unopened, in mute stillness wanting you ! 

So I, like them, through you found utterance, 

Found life and all things, now alone am nought ! 

You surely did not seek release nor know, 

Until that sad dread night of sudden death — 

To you as dark and mournful as to me ! 

If that you live, though mid the endless sounds 

Of all the hateful void your voice speaks not, 1 

You love as truly now as e'er you did, 

I know assuredly against all chance. 

Does any hear ? Behind this wondrous veil 
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So deftly woven to conceal all but 

Itself — does ear, or eye, or heart exist ? 

.Thou awful great Unknown, or God, or Nature, 

From out my life hast drawn its precious soul, 

And left to me the lifeless frame of life : 

And why, I ask ? * Our Father ' Thou art called — 

Truly as children Thou dost deal with us — 

Dost smite us suddenly, and give no reason ! 

Would I might plead with Thee — as face to face — 

I could, enarmoured with my honesty, 

Submit Thee wherefore Thou, this tender life 

Having bestowed to twine itself with mine, 

Thus didst them suddenly asunder tear, 

So lacerating both ? Why, having made 

Both faculty and object of affection, 

Thou quickly didst frustrate and counter work 

Thy manifested purpose — seeming so 

To darkly taint the aspect of Thy love ? 

Have I mock-served Thee with mechanic rite ? 
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Or with the garment of religious form 

Tried to conceal a soul's deformity ? 

But with integrity and openness 

Of heart, I've walked the path that Thou hast shown. 

Why then dost Thou enshroud Thyself and all 

Thy ways in clouds and darkness of the night ? 

A vessel under stress of wind that rides 

Anchored o'er steep and tempest-driven waves, 

And strains upon the earth-embedded iron 

Towards threatening wreck against spray-sheeted heights— 

Again at times recoiling to the storm, — 

Oft seems to have no hold upon the ground : 

So to Thy love unsteadily I cling ! 

I've sought to let the kingly rule of Thy 

Fact- uttered will o'ersway all fancies, powers, 

Passions, or appetites, and ever sought 

To follow with due reverence those shapes 

On which Thy mark of righteousness was stamped. 

What does it now avail me to have done 
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These things, and that with all sincerity, 
Because the portion of Thyself that Thou 
Didst give — the mirror, that I thought me, gave 
Clear reflex of Thy beauty is withdrawn ? 
Would then that I might die and cease from evil ! " 




HIS MEDITATION. 

The resting week had ceased again a day, 

From toilsome labour in its thankful quiet. 

For toil comes meed of rest, but not for grief. 

The hardest toil works back to rest, but griefs 

Its own disquietude — the foe of peace* 

When radiant the life bestower chased 

The lingering shades of night and flooded day 

Upon the shouting woods, in swaying dance, 

And voiced with dainty choral song of joy, 

His healing rays touched not the gloomier shades 
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That closely hung like cold autumnal mists 

Around the lonely soul of one sad watcher. 

When sank again the lordly sun to rest, 

And regal splendour of his pillared gold, 

And rippled crimson paled before the clear 

Ensilvered beauty of the moon mid silence 

Of the stars, breathing sleep upon the flowers, 

The ebon shadows of the moon were not 

So heavy as the darkness of his mind ! 

Was he not desolate ? nought could change that ! 

From opened window, breathing dewy breath 

Of honey- scented alyssum, he went 

Under tall elms that arched the grass-grown road. 

Through branching darkness blue-set stars shone clear, 

And honeysuckle veined the air with scent. 

On th' beach the waves broke not, but softly washed. 

A hawkmoth whirred by ; then with flash of gloom 

A bat swerved sideways into night. He gained 

The footway streaked through dew-grey grass 'long shore, 
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The calm crept o'er him down the star- made sea-path 

Stealing, the moon's, now gone, in miniature. 

He thought : " Through hollow stillness of a night 

Like this, should white-drawn lips of storm-cloud pour 

A dead-awakening peal of thunder — then, 

With gleaming feet should sweep God's mighty whirlwind, 

Refilling all the sudden breathless quiet. 

# # * # * 

" Oh what a tangled web is this my life ! 

And I, enmeshed therein like some poor fly, 

Sway to and fro with every breath of wind. 

All outward things appear to find their rest — 

Their satisfaction when they have fulfilled 

Their being's proper end — then why not man ? 

Does this arise within him or without ? 

How great his noble powers, corrective judgment, 

Resistless energy, divinely strong 

Capacity for work ! Is use of these 

The final good ? and when he has subdued 
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All nature's produce by inventive will, 

Searched out the old earth's treasured hoards of wealth, 

Learnt its most closely-guarded mysteries, 

Enranked all orders of the world, from man 

Through every grade to star-dust nebulae ; 

When he has made the mighty force of heat 

His chariot-slave, and thundered through the land, — 

The swift-tongued lightnings taught to speak his words ; 

When he has gathered in by work and lore 

All substances of strength, all beauty's forms, 

And everything of use, and has therewith 

Shot forth his roads, hung bridges up, outspread 

His cities, and with fruitful husbandry 

Of fertile keels ploughed up the ocean's waste; 

And when to celebrate his vivid thought 

Or forceful deed he clothes the sheltering wall 

With rich emblazonry of colour, or fills 

The air with harmony of luscious sound, 

Or orders forth in choice and rhythmic march 
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His verses' varied strains — is all fulfilled ? 
Or is there yet another end beyond — 
Higher, more noble, one to which all these 
Are simply menial and but assistant ? 

" Within man or without ? Which is supreme, 
Man or the race ? If life ends here, rounds off 
With death, then what he has is chief concern ; 
But if life reaches on to unknown spheres, 
Then what he is becomes of highest moment ; — 
And who can read this riddle for me now ? 

" My faith is wrecked, and round the narrow isle 

I hear the ocean-billows fall and break. 

I strain my eyes if haply I may see 

The first white speck of some approaching sail 

Coming to bear me off to brighter lands ; 

But in my dull despair I feel hope fade, 

And fear that I must die alone, and leave 
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My bones to whiten on the yellow sand, 
By the eversounding sea I cannot pass. 

" Nature is prodigal, but surely each 

Man's growth and culture have more value than 

The autumn leaves ? 

Far down the ages past, 
How often has the question — ' Shall man live 
Again ? ' — had nought but echo for its answer ! 
And has it fallen to our lot to say 
With dreary certainty — all those bright hopes, 
That men have gazed upon, that floating o'er . 
Their heads have lured them on to noble aims, 
Are pretty bubbles — things of air — mere films 
Of colour, vanishing at touch of knowledge ? 
And must we school our eager hearts, beat down 
The fluttering hope that those we love so much 
Are not quenched utterly by stroke of death ? 
And must we never look to share again 
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The sweet companionship of those who were 
More dear and rich than life itself to us ? 
It may be so, — but never can I rest 
Content to think it's so. I'd sooner be 
A stone, than live out life's most weary round 
With such a hunger gnawing at my heart. 

" May be the hateful thought is true, and 'tis 
A kind of mocking care that feeds our souls 
On dreams, lest if we knew the truth, we should 
Too readily cast off a life that seems 
At times not worth the strain and pain of keeping. 

" Oh what a time is this we've fallen on ! 
Born heirs to rich estate of hope and promise, 
Find we the title deeds mere forgeries ? " 

He sat where ledges, thrust from sombre height 
Of the west headland, overhung the sea — 
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Floating dark weed and gurgling round the rocks. 
To land the undulating down and thick 
Unstirring masses of the trees were black 
'Gainst twilight slowly moving through the north ; 
To sea a single ship-lamp specked a night 
Of calm. But soft-winged sleep fell slowly on him, 
Changing his thoughts to dreams in likened shape 
To life, and showed real-seeming well-known forms 
Clothed with strange circumstance and companied 
With mystery of an imagined scene. 
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Dreaming, he saw vague shadowy forms that moved 
Across the weeded rocks, and nearing him 
Seemed beckoning with their ghostly arms, when as 
He moved not, they yet weirdly signed to him. 
Across the still air clearly rang a voice, — 
'Twas Helen's voice, and twice it called his name. 
He sprang up instantly and o'er the rocks' 
Brown crests out to the last he went and looked 
Seawards — 

There all was black and soundless save 
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The rustle of the ebbing- tide ; a dense, 

Dark curtain overhung the darker sea, 

And out of it pale shapeless forms crept slowly 

Towards him. He felt their cool breath on his cheek- 

The sea-fog covered him — thick, grey, impalpable ! 

To cross those sea-encircled rocks before 

Was difficult, but now not to be tried. 

The wet white gloom enshrouded him — the stream 

Turned — soon the flowing water lapped his feet. 

So springing in forthwith he swam towards shore. 

After awhile he listened for the wash 

Upon the shingle, but could hear no sound. 

Thus dreaming still he saw himself swept up 

And down by ebb and flow, then lifeless cast 

Into the sunlight on the stones' white slope. 

He saw the servants take the body thence, 

Dispose it on the bed, close door and shutters, 

Resigning it to darkness, rift by ray 

Of moted sunlight slanting on the dead 
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Man's face. 

Of that no more he saw. 

The vision 
Suddenly changed. 

Now moving loftily- 
Through heaven's starry height, he saw beneath 
The earth's fast-lessening round recede from view. 
The stars grew suns in quick succession ranked, 
Orbed swiftly and as swiftly were unorbed. 
All the ensphered wonders of the sky 
Unrolled the rhythmic order of their courses. 
Swept on by power unseen he reached the verge 
Of utmost starflecked space, nor yet did pause, 
But in and through the deep dense darkness plunged. 
Therein he saw a narrow streak of light, 
Like earliest gleam of dawn seen over edge 
Of moor, as if 'twere painted on the gloom — 
As if thereon his outstretched hand could touch it ; 
But 't lay beyond a measureless abyss — 
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Across a trackless haunt of ghostly night, 

And towards it now his course fast hurried him. 

Weird wailing sounds — strange and -scarce -audible cries, 

Like sailors hear when standing at the helm 

On midnight seas, — blent with the direful stillness. 

More rapidly he sped than flies the word 

Discharging shock within its wiry course, 

But in this formless waste of blackness nought 

Appeared to mark his speed except that glow 

Of slowly growing light that towards him shot 

A bridge of rays across the pathless void. 

At length before his quickly nearing sight, 

It grew defined — a vast and dazzling cone. 

Approached more closely still its base outspread 

In softened gleam and long extended range, 

Till lost to view in far-off purple haze 

On either hand. Then he descried therein 

Bright cities capped with dome and pinnacle, 

Fresh upland tracts, netted with silver streams, 

1? 
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Dark forests whose majestic sweep was crowned 

With towering steeps of cliff precipitous, 

Whereon there rose a zone in purer light 

Enshrined — its glittering whiteness seemed by sheen 

Of brilliance indistinct and shadowy ; 

But crown of all, far up in height the eye 

Could hardly reach, there shone the rich empyreal 

Glory in radiate effluence intense. 

To nearer view this head appeared upraised 

Still higher — towered serene in awful light. 

Meanwhile the lower land distinctly showed, 

And straight before the dark abyss displayed 

A gate wide open set. Seen through its arch 

There shone the glistering pavement of a street 

Adorned with trees of shade, and palaces 

In fretted grace and varied beauty reared ; 

Beyond, peaked gables cut the brilliant sky, 

And flights of many steps led up from range 

To range of terrace decked with flowery splendpurs. 
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Fair forms passed in and out, on fragrant airs 

Were wafted murmuring sounds and hum 

Of busy life within the city wall ; 

And in the shadow of the arch there stood 

A man of noble mien, who in his right 

Hand held a wand-like staff whereon he leaned, 

And with palm- shaded eyes the deep did scan. 

He Geoffrey's father was, and seemed endowed 

With more than freshness, grace, and strength of youth. 

Before him there alighting Geoffrey said, 

" How strange it is that you, whom last I saw 

Enmasked with pallor of death's rigid frost, 

Should stand before me clothed with life and matched 

Perfection of all noble attributes ! " 

Then Oswald : " Has swift death you also freed? " 

" Whether Pm dead or dreaming I know not. 

I thought that I was drowned, and then I still 

Lived on. But tell me — Helen, is she here? " 

" She was, yet now is gone — " 
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" Can I not see 
Her then ? " 

" If you will curb the hot career 
Of question still outrunning answer, you 
Shall know." 

" Forgive me, for were each word winged, 
And borne uppn a gale like driven foam, 
Or sound as swift as light, it would not move 
As fast as my desire.' ' 

" Know then in brief 
You shall soon see her. Come meanwhile with me." 
" But can I enter here ? What place is this ? " 
"How ! know you not that this is Paradise ? 
These gates stand ever open wide to all. 
Force of decree shuts out not any soul. 
There is but one condition — that each makes 
Within himself. Who lets the life of sense 
Prison his soul — choke up the avenues 
By which sweet influence of unseen things 
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Streams in upon his spirit — has no faith — 
No yearning for aught nobler than the seen — 
By him the sweet clear splendour of this light 
Is all abhorred, and shunning it he hides 
Amid the folds of night that shroud it round. 
But when within the soul a longing stirs, 
Though faint it be and dark, for higher life 
Than earth can give, the light sheds healing rays 
On him and with resistless might attracts ! " 
Turning, they passed beneath the stately arch. 
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The broad-wayed street before them onwards stretched. 

On either hand there stood celestial homes, 

With carved and pillared doors and cloistered courts, 

And overlooked from balconies of quaint 

Device, in airy lightness springing out, 

The joyful beauty of the passing scene. 

An avenue of trees by spreading growth 

Threw dappled shade o'er clear white marble groups, 
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(Ever enfixed in grace or majesty 

Amid the tide of full and joyous life) 

And onward rising, doubly lined and marked 

By sprayed and glittering jets at intervals, 

Was peaked within the far-off azure distance. 

Beyond, the towering heights of light, the piled 

Ascent of brightnesses and lifted peaks 

Of glory led the eye up-turned to crown 

Of radiance ethereal more intense 

Than fire of tropic sun in zenith height. 

A stone's cast from the gate another street 

Athwart this crossed with leaf- overshadowed breadth, 

And here they paused awhile, held back by throngs 

Whose tune-led ranks in glad procession moved. 

Fair limbs glanced white in free and joyful dance, 

On beauteous heads were purple clusters wreathed, 

And garlands of fresh flowers encircled forms 

More fresh, and all the air with harmonies 

Of sweet accord resounded while they sang : — 
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Women. Come hither with flowers, 
Bring roses from bowers, 
And bluebells from field ; 
Bring all that scent yield, 
Or colour display ; 

Come fling them in showers 
To welcome the day, 
The joy that is ours. 

Men. Here are sweetest roses, — 

Bluebells fair, — 
Violets bound in posies, 

Lilies rare. 
Some you must as winding 

Garlands wear, 
Choicest use for binding 

In your hair. 
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Women. Come hither with clusters 

Of fruits that have lustres 
Of purple and gold, 
Sweet juices enfold, 
Or fragrance diffuse ; 

Come bring their rich clusters 
In plenty profuse. 



Men. Here are piquant pines 

And berries bright, 
Purple wealth of vines, 

Sweet peaches golden, 
Streaked with crimson lines, 

On silver holden, 
Crystal jars of wines 

Aglow with light. 
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The gay crowd passed, and Oswald took his son 
Under the murmuring boughs, and turned beneath 
An arch of deep set portal deftly carved. 
They crossed its cool and shadowy length and came 
Within the lighted air of open court. 
A shimmering fountain in the midst upshot 
Its burnished shaft and fell in sprayed descent 
Of brilliance; perfumed flowers filled the air 
With beauty ; from the brightly chequered floor 
Four rows of slender pillars squarewise sprang 
And formed around the court a light-and-shade 
Streaked corridor. One end of this they passed, 
When Oswald, drawing up the crimson folds 
That screened an entrance door, disclosed a room. 
Entering, his guest he seated on a couch, 
Before him set a dish of fragrant fruit, 
And poured the wine from jar to lucid cup. 
The father, having thus his son attended, 
Unclasped his robe and hung it on the wall, 
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Against it placed his white and wand-like staff, 
Then on another couch sat down and shared 
The fruits and wine. 

Geoffrey meanwhile surveyed 
The room with admiration. Colour, form, 
And order, — all seemed perfectly contrived. 
A window opened on the corridor, 
Whence soft airs came refreshed by glistening spray, 
And odours exquisite from flowers disposed 
In shawl-like pattern in the open court. 
The silver dishes holding luscious fruits, 
And graceful glass aglow with ruby wine, 
Covered the table, whose recurving feet, 
Antique in form, upon the inlaid floor 
Reflected, seemed encased in crystal clear. 
The wall and ceiling overarched displayed 
A painted history designed in line 
And colour like to life : the story showed 
How goodness grows by force of trial and pain 
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Temptation seemed to whisper, suffering 
To cry aloud, sure victory to shout, 
And all the different actors seemed to move 
Upon the painted scene instinct with life — 
So great the skill that had portrayed the tale ! 

From wondering regard of this the son 

Was roused to tell his father how life fared 

At Waldcombe ; then to learn where Helen was, 

And how his father purposed leading him 

To the empyrean height to see her there. 

Geoffrey recounted all his tale of grief. 

He told how day was quenched by night's descent, 

And gloom fulfilled his once love-lighted heart. 

When as they talked, across the window passed, 
And in the purple folds a moment framed, 
Stood Idah — Geoffrey's mother. 

Up he sprang 
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Astonished. 'Twas she — her very self, — but yet 
How changed ! He thought that he had seen before 
Nowhere so sweet a face or fair a form. 
Witn instant grace she quickly came to him, 
And her soft hands drew down his face to hers ; 
She kissed him twenty times, and then in flow 
Of utmost love, with rapid broken phrase 
And many tender names, poured out her full 
Heart's sweetest pity on his loneliness ; — 
But he, surprised and overwhelmed by love 
So great and sudden, sat him down and wept — 
Yet whether tears of joy or sorrow knew not. 

His passion stilled, awhile they converse held, 
Then rose, and with her white arm Idah drew 
Aside the crimson fall — the balmy air 
Seeming more bright and fragrant as she passed 
Along the corridor and led their way, 
Telling her son the manner of that life. 
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They crossed the street and entered garden-land, 
Whose gay and grassy slopes in smooth descent 
Of wave-like rise and fall — with wooded clumps, 
Rich orchards, purple-fruited vineyards, lakes, 
Cool dells envoiced with streams, and all the full 
Exuberance of life and varied growth — 
Extended to the hill- foot opposite. 
Thither their way now led them, and they climbed 
The light-crowned hill by softest breezes kissed. 
There on upstepping terrace o'er the tree- 
Tops rose red gables steep, and clustered roofs 
O'er- topped with sheeny towerets and spires 
Enlifted high into the cloudless air. 
There too in centring lines came mirthful groups 
Across the gleaming richness of the land, 
These drew together under colonnade, 
(Whose airy strength upbore the lofty walls) 
Passed on beneath the arch, and entering in 
Possessed the quiet, softly lighted air 
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And spacious silence. 

These all seated there 
Covered the polished floor, and grew quite hushed 
As breathed a melody — first low and sweet, 
But swelling into force with gathered mass, 
Until with rich voluptuous flood of sound 
It filled the vaulted roof reverberate. . 
Changing its volumed strength, it crashed 
In chords of dissonant sublimity ; 
Changing again it fell to starlit quiet 
And peacefulness of pastoral symphony. 
Then opened to their eyes a scene, not painted, 
Acted, or drawn, but actual — life in all 
Its natural circumstance and full detail. 

The glittering night of Syrian skies, 'gainst clear 
And soundless depths of starflecked ether, 
Held the uplifted head of vine-clad steeps — 
A village lulled to rest. Footing the north 
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A hollow nook, in almond-bearing slopes, 
Sheltered its fleecy clumps of huddled sheep. 
The knot of shepherds round their watch-fire, told 
And heard with quickened breath tales weird as were 
Its flickering rays illuming their swart faces. 
When lo ! they paled at rush of shafted light, — 
Widening and o'er them circling form unlike 
To ought they'd known, save shadowy in dreams. 
It spake, but the unwonted sounds, though clear, 
Fell into their amazement brokenly 
Like stars on water : " Christ is born this night, 
And in a manger lies in David's town." 
And suddenly the glory streaming round 
Grew into coloured shapes and aerial forms, 
And breaking forth in voice of heavenly choir, 
Filled all the listening air with song of praise. 
" Glory to God in the highest, 
On earth peace, and goodwill to men." 
The ringing echo died in silence ; slowly 
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The glory changed to gloom, and leaping flames 
Lighted the wonder flashed from eye to eye. 
Sight passed to sound — the whole scene melted out, 
Breathed on by airs of fragrant music's voice. 

Again the vacancy was filled with life. 

A dimpled river making liquid heaven's 

Sunlit blue swept -its sparkling breadth in rippled 

Curves shallowing round a reach of crystal sand, 

On to dark wonders of tall pendent trees 

That neared its banks from heights of waving green. 

The rough Judaean prophet, looking wild 

As th' desert, rugged as his mountain haunts, 

With scorching words shot scorn of petted evils 

Into the coward eyes of Pharisee and Scribe, 

Withering their half-formed sneers, and drew to him 

Poor, patient, much-enduring folk, who seemed 

To see some glimpses in his words of life, 

Better than dead law priest-taught. So they bowed 
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Their heads bewildered, but though dark now hopeful 
To one thing simple to their opened sense — 
Symbolic washing from the evil past. 

But with these came one different, making way 

With quiet step through jostling eager crowds, 

Wishing to take the sign upon him — symbol, 

Not of renounced past evil, but of life 

Devote to purposed good. The prophet knew him, 

And knowing that he too was God-inspired, 

But with diviner fire and mightier pulse 

Of thought, he judged himself unworthy even 

To loose this comer's sandal-strap, but yielded, 

And set apart with simple rite that life 

To nobler ends than e'er the world had known. 

A sudden flash of chords swept out that scene, 

And softening cadence ushered in the third. 

Snow-capped peaks crowned the sharp descent of hills 

5 



66 "shall he live again?" 

That darkly trembled reflex in lake waters, 

Slumbrously azured by oblique sun-rays. 

By boats drawn up on village beach lay spread 

Fishermen's nets, and dogs that basked near fisher 

Huts, in the clear heat spaced by silent shadows. 

A stone's throw thence, where limpid water held 

The shining sand by feet of listening groups, 

The people stood or sat and heard sweet words, 

Like showers on grass new-mown, of one who taught them 

From a boat — thrust an oar's length off the shore. 

With well-known imagery of parables 

That any child might understand, he told 

Them truths profound, with idylls of their life, 

Rich in poetic beauty, lured them on 

To look at goodness and the highest virtue ; 

With insight touched their hidden wounds of heart, 

And with authority, as one who had ' 

In nature's lone and secret intercourse 

Reviewed its darkest problems face to face, 
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• 

He bade them to believe God's kingdom planted 
In their midst — they His children — He, with love 
And care regarding cry of least or feeblest. 

Nor had he finished, but the hastening night 
Scattered the people to their villages. 
The audience would have had the night to pause, 
So longed they still to hear the gracious words, 
But that scene like the others passed away, 
And left the empty air to sounds of sweetness — 
Shaping itself in choral hymn of triumph. 

As happy shouts of children rose it ceased, 
For gleaming coronet of clustered hills, 
Jerusalem appeared and filled the scene. 
The crystal sunlight flooded gaunt trees twisted 
Weirdly o'er Kedron, crossed by joyous crowds 
Moving to th' city. Waved branches and shouted 
" Hosannas " shook the air. One only calm 
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Amidst excited followers rode the Christ, 

Prophet of Galilee in modest state 

Entering the city of his sure rejection. 

Hosannas to the Son of David blent 

With cries of met and passing throngs 

That filled the gate, and threading way through them 

The slow procession neared two Pharisees, 

Who stood, held for a moment by the press. 

Contempt sat in their eyes. With hasty hands 

They drew their robes close from defiling touch. 

" The Son of David, this man ! likely thing 

Indeed ! Bid these to hold their peace," thus they. 

But he with look of calm surprise replied, 

" The very stones themselves would then cry out ! " 

After a darkening pause the last scene came. 

Jerusalem, with skirt of gardened homes 

In shadowy folds cast round its northern foot, 
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Stood domed and pinnacled against the sun. 
Suddenly hoarse shouts, like wild beasts' roar grown 
Articulate — a cry of " Crucify him ! 
Crucify him ! " then fiercely tore the air. 
Vague murmuring sounds again fell peacefully. 
But strangers going through the gate met knots 
Of men, there and about the open space 
Under the wall, who talked with hasty gesture, 
Discussing earnestly some act of Pilate's. 
These stirred and turned as rang in echoing street 
The measured tramp of Roman legionaries. 
The ensigns passed the gate and leftwards went 
Beneath the wall — cross-bearing prisoners followed, 
Attended closely by some women weeping — 
More soldiers — then the eager noisy rabble. 
Halting by planted signs, the soldiers formed 
Their line of sentry. Sound of spades — the ring 
Of hammer strokes, and one cross jerked its quivering 
Victim up into sight of gloating eyes ; 
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And after it another ; but the third 

Between these placed bore an inscription, " Jesus, 

King of the Jews ; " and when that noble face 

Was raised aloft, it thrilled the fickle mob. 

In sudden lull of ribald shouts one said, 

" He was a good man." " Nay, but he deceived 

The people ! " 

With its shallow merriment 
Slowly the. crowd dispersed, and left those crosses 
Under the shadowing wall — at foot of one 
The broken-hearted women, and the guard 
Keeping their watch. A voice of keen despair, 
" My God, my God, why hast Thou forsaken me ? " 
Rang sadly out. The careless passers-by 
Pointed their hands, or scoffed at the inscription, 
But he, with sudden crying, " It is finished," died ! 

Thick darkness crept across the scene, and covered 
With its dense folds that awful act of death. 
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Letters of flame that aureoled the night 

Grew clear in outline : " Perfected by suffering." 

Out of the darkness seraph forms sprang up 

Wing-like on either hand, in iris robes 

Resplendent, thrilled the horror-stricken air 

With the impassioned joy of golden harps, 

And chanted in their sweet-voiced choir this song : — 



O Lord of Hosts ! 
Who art enshrined in unaccessive height 

And everlasting haze of light, 
In glory and perfection infinite. 



We thank Thee, Lord, 
That, looking from Thy hidden dwelling-place, 

Thou show'st to us Thy clear love's face 
As father full of overflowing grace. 
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We praise Thee, Lord, 
For Thy all-conquering love that makes a ray- 
In night, and by the arduous way 
Of pain leads on Thy child to endless day. 



We pray Thee, Lord, 
Give evermore Thy children complete power 

And perfect heart in every hour 
To trust that fruit of love will crown the flower. 

Soft light and silence stayed the eager senses 

Of th' audience. As they left few shivering words, 

Escaped into the palpitating air. 

But brilliant light o'erflooding all the plain 

Recalled their usual life and broke the spell. 

Geoffrey saw but that lettering of flame 

Burned on his eyesight, " Perfected by suffering." 

" If so the Christ, much more one needing fire 
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To purge self-seeking dross ; yet I complained — 

Thought my integrity was clear — past good 

Gave right to ask for more — took joy as sign 

Of love, but spurned the sorrow, greater sign." 

Then Idah, turning her kind eyes to him, 

Discerned somewhat his thoughts and said, " You came 

Well-timed : the poet charged with our theatric 

School has, in process of life-picturing scenes 

Showing the rise and slow development 

Of upward growth in man, now shown the life, 

Teaching, and death — that lesson sacred truths 

Most needed by your grief." 

" By what art raised, 
Or optic practice are these scenes displayed ? " 
" By the creative power of the poet 
Casting his thoughts as visible impressions 
On to the senses of the people present. 
The plastic ether shapes and hues itself 
For sight or sound responsive to his will." 
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They took the pathway towards the forest glades 

And rough precipitous ascent of cliffs 

Forming the second circle's rugged base. 

The road at first was easy of attempt : 

A while they fared along therein and passed 

The sacred calm of fragrant forest aisles. 

Emerging from the shade they saw the vast 

And wild confusion of the massy rocks 

That darkly thrust their sheer and dizzy heights 

Into the second zone's clear light ; the road, 
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Winding its course round giddy peaks and deeps 
Profound, seemed dwindled to a thread aloft. 
Anon they saw far up within the pure 
White light most beautiful, a ray that shone 
More fair than morning's herald of the sun ; 
It grew defined and swiftly near revealed 
To Geoffrey's look the deep blue light of eyes 
He knew so well, with crown of golden hair, 
But now with added beauty's lovely strangeness. 
Surprise and joy burst out in one word, " Helen !" 
Her white arms gleamed about his neck, soft fell 
Her fragrant kiss upon his lips ; when he, 
Clasping a hand on each small shoulder, held 
Her from him — drinking deep with his the love- 
Draught in her eyes, and said, " 'Tis you at last ! 
Oh how I've dreamed and longed and dared not hope ! — 
But are you not astonished seeing me ? " 
" Why so ? " she said : " don't you remember how, 
When we were sailing once alone, you said, 
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That you would break all bounds to seek my side ? " 

" It's easy to remember days like that — 

The strain is to forget. Would they were back !" 

" I too bethought me of your words that day, 

And longing very much to see you, twice 

Called out your name." 

'* Well, then, it was your voice 
I heard, and not in dream — unless indeed 

This all is dream " 

" I called you, yet scarce hoped 
You'd know and come ; but having thus the joy 
Of your loved presence once again, I must 
Add to it, if that can be, — take you where 
The highest glories are, and show a life 
That quite transcends conception — yet 
Though vastly great and good, to me was nought 
Because you were not there to share it with me." 
Thus she, then gaily turned with love to greet 
Her noble father and the gentle Idah. 
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Yet further talk they had, and then they parted. 

Idah and Oswald took their easy course 

To Paradise — the others stood and watched 

Their swift descent adown the tortuous path, 

And joyed to overlook the rich expanse 

Of glorious land. Up on these lofty steeps 

Were keener airs than in the plains below, 

Whence rose the mellowed changeful sounds of full 

And active life. Away from out their feet 

Through purple hazes downward far outstretched 

The tree-robed slopes ; then clustered towns whose spires 

And domes were sheeny crests of billowy shades, 

While streams were silver bands in blooming meads. 

Far as the eye could reach, the landscape spread. 

Rapidly the descending forms were lost 

To view within the glow and misty distance. 



Helen and Geoffrey set their faces upwards. 
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Not many came along the arduous road, 
Some labouring up could not endure the pure 
Bright air and back returned, but others fitter 
Still persevered ; some passing from above 
Brought with them light intense from higher realms. 
Helen, leading her brother, soon regained 
The upper level, and in haste they made 
Their way midst cool and quiet cloistered halls 
And pleasant groves, all silent save for silver 
Shimmering of upspringing fountains, or 
Reflective murmuring of winds and leaves. 
Their quickly passing drew the frequent glance 
Of thoughtful students roused from reverie 
Or from deep converse on a metaphysic 
Question — abstract and endless. 

Out the door 
Of one hall, dimly lighted by a coloured 
Glow — raying sombre air and staining all 
The clear white pavement, streamed a solemn peal 
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Of harmony, o'er which there ruled the voice 
Of one who sang : his song took words like these 



Set like a star in night 

Lives man's new soul, 
While round, in depth, in height, 

The light- worlds in their orbits roll. 

Each holds his single way, 

And touches nought, 
But with his added ray 

The mystic woof is hourly wrought. 

He seems to move in lone 

Self-haunted bound, 
Scarce knowing more than known 

By those that ceaseless swing around. 
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Yet could a strange keen light 

Ulume the deep, 
'Twould show how in their flight 

Strong bands all true and steady keep ; — 

Show what tense radii cross 

And fill all space, 
Like glittering webs that moss 

To fern in autumntide enlace ; — 

Show what swift pulses send 

Their beats along 
These lines from end to'end 

Recurring on in changeless throng. 

The man who simply knows 

What sight can see, 
Knows only half that goes, 

And that half knows not perfectly. 
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Let him wide open throw ' 

The doors of mind, 
And out in solemn darkness go — 

The heavens alight with stars he'll find ! 

Helen and Geoffrey stood held by the voice. 

Round them a quiet beauty reigned supreme, 

Unlike the life of paradise he'd left. 

When the voice ceased she urged their instant going, 

Impatient was to show him all the life 

Of those who filled empyreal realms with light 

And work and joy, — the splendid- fruited flower 

Borne by the fertile earth's most favoured races. 

" Those we have read about, thought-kings of men : 

Thus of this matchless throng in loftiest rank 

Stands Christ, then India's prince-born teacher-lord, 

The great lawgiver Egypt trained for Israel, 

And he who o'er blind wonderseeing eyes 

First wore the laurel crown. There too are his 
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Compatriot bards and sages that fair queen 

Of isles led forth, like stars in yellow dawn, 

Before the purple sea's light-hearted race; 

Old Hebrew seers of fierce and fateful deeds ; 

The sternly great of world-subduing Rome ; 

The choicest children of that word Christ taught ; 

Arabia's mystic guide to life ; and he 

Who drew in form sin's hell- work in the soul ; 

Our Shakespeare, easy lord of human thought ; 

And Weimar's science-loving poet. All these 

And numbers more fill full a round of life 

So rich and varied as .to quite exceed 

Your thought. . Their energy finds scope and work 

In provinces of vast out-lying space ; 

Their will can touch the secret springs of life, 

Cause to grow forth new worlds in cosmic grace, 

And rule the atoms by the rapid thrills 

Of vibrant thought." 

But they now had crossed 
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The wide-spread quiet of the second realm 

And neared the golden feet of th* empyrean. 

Thence poured such streams of light intense thrust down 

In effluent spears, that all the lighted air 

Around against them seen like darkness seemed, 

And they withdrew, or shot again their golden 

Glories that quiveringly leaped and glanced 

From slope to slope or shivered into drops 

Of gold on jutting points — until the dense 

Light threw its liquid brightness round the spot 

Where Helen stood with Geoffrey. In its glow 

She seemed transformed in beauty rich, that filled 

Her eyes with love, shone in her face, and clothed 

Htr with a robe of exquisite refinement. 

Then Geoffrey, looking on her, felt his heart 

Spring into swift extreme of love and wonder. 

Never before knew he how sweetly dear 

She was — how awful was her goodliness,; 

His former love, thus like the pale air seen 
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Beside that wondrous brilliance, shrank to nought. 

He knew his little worth of her deep love ; 

That great light, life to her, scathed him. He said, 

" My Helen, never till now have I loved you, 

Or guessed how far your life transcends my own ! " 

Quickly she turned her love-lit eyes and set 

Her snowy hand upon his lips and said, 

" Not yet are you attuned to this keen light, 

But soon your vision will grow clearer — show 

More clearly where your real worth lies, as now 

It clearly shows your love is strong and true." 

They once again essayed the dread ascent. 

The while she lightly talked of summer days 

When they had sailed the golden seas, or climbed 

The breezy down, or gathered with a group 

Of fresh young faces round the cloth grass-laid 

'Twixt roots of ancient elms that with a kindly 

Murmur re-echoed sparkling words and songs 

And whispered loves ; or when they two had talked 
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Or read from poets, or sung old songs and filled 

The dewy night with melody — their souls 

With inexpressive thoughts and inmost life, 

With beauteous images and aspirations. 

Helen had thus beguiled their rising way 

Until they reached the golden gate itself, 

When out the radiant entrance rushed the full 

Effulgence of empyreal glory — light 

In glittering shafts that shot their fiery beauties 

From golden streets, walls, minarets, and roofs, 

And filled the quivering air with dizzy haze 

Of brightest glow, wherein moved forms like gods 

In grace and majesty ineffable. 

The sudden glory smote on Geoffrey's brow 

And dazed his sense — . 

The calm sea's rising wave 
In coolness washed about his feet. He woke. 
The full-orbed orient sun shone in his eyes, 
And spread its net of gold from wave to wave 
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Up to the last against the polished rock. 
Quickly he sprang from ledge to ledge, now up, 
Now down, to 'scape the hemming tide ; then stood 
A moment on the beach to shake the wildering 
Spell off his sense, and turning walked to home. 
Meantime a sweet strange hope throbbed in his heart. 



THE END. 
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